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meals are distributed every day. Wedged between
two bungas, a large temple occupies a corner of the
enclosure ; here it was that the Sixth Guru min-
istered to his flock. The temple is now used for
baptisms and as a confessional; confessions are
always almost public, and the penances imposed
often take the form of corporal punishment. Squat-
ting on the steps leading down to the water, some
men were performing their ablutions. They had
left their turbans on the bank, and very odd they
looked without them ; with their hair stacked on
their heads in a tall chignon, they resembled
bearded women. Twenty yards away a leper—
young or old, it was impossible to say—was splashing
his body, beating the water with the stumps of his
handless arms. The water is changed, my guide
informed me, once a week. He told me of a Sikh
princess—I recognized the name as that of a lady
whom I had recently met—who some two years
previously, in despair at being unable to give the
prince, her husband, a son and heir, had had the
courage to bathe in the wonder-working pool.
Grossing the long marble causeway, we came to
one of the four portals hung with heavy red velvet
curtains that give access to the enchanting little
Golden Temple. The interior was cool and dark.
Between the four central pillars a large white
sheet covered the pavement. Immediately in front
of the entrance-gate two men were seated on the
edge of the white cloth, at the receipt of alms.
Copper annas were thrown on to a pile ; silver
rupees placed in an alms-box. A kneeling scribe
entered up each offering in a ledger. In return for
my rupee I was handed a little bird Vnest of dirty
sugar like the one I had been given at Kapurthala.
Facing the alms-collectors, at the opposite side of

